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	1. Late Night Visitor

Rooney picked up the phone, even though she knew nothing good could come out of the conversation that would follow.

-Hey, Charlie.

-Roons, look. I've been thinking about it and I think we should work on this, I think we can fix it, but we must both try.

Rooney did not answer right away.

-Roons, can you just come home for some days? You've not starting filming yet, so come home before filming begins.

-We begin tomorrow.

-Then let me come visit for a few days.

The young woman took some seconds, so that she could phrase her answer in the most painless way possible. How nicely could she possibly tell him that she really did not want to see him right now?

-I can't do that, Charlie. We've just finished rehearsing and we start filming tomorrow, I really need to focus. I really want this to go well.

-But obviously you don't feel the same about how you want our relationship to go.

-What does than even mean? Rooney almost stuttered, she knew perfectly well what that meant. More than that, she was embarrassed to admit it was true.

-I feel like I'm the only one trying to work things out! Charlie was almost shouting now.

-Charlie, that's not true..., Rooney started saying but she couldn't even convince herself.

-No, ever since that movie came along, I feel like I'm losing you! Do you even care about us anymore?

Rooney was looking for something, anything to say that would sound remotely convincing but she couldn't utter a word.

-Ok, Rooney, got it.

And just like that, Charlie hung up on her. Rooney stood still for some time, trying to process what had happened. Had they just broken up? Probably not. Would they break up soon? Probably so. Yet, somehow, she couldn't bring herself to feel sad or to call him back and apologize. What should she apologize for? That she cared so much about her job? That she loved this movie and wanted to do her best and couldn't afford to be distracted if she wanted to do so?

Rooney was walking on the street all by herself. They had finished another rehearsal about an hour ago, but she had hung back for some time. She could catch a cab to get to the hotel, but she chose not to. She felt like she needed to walk.

She had been with Charlie for about four years now and she had loved him, she knew she had. But even in her thoughts, she used a past tense. _Had_. Had loved him. She knew she had stopped loving him for some time now. But was he right? Was this movie the reason for it? No,of course not, how could it be? None of the movies she'd made so far had had that kid of effect on her. But then again, none of the movies she had done so far had _her_ in the cast. In no other movie up until now had she starred opposite _her_. But she had nothing to do with it. Not in that way at least. Sure, she was really nervous about this movie because Cate had been her idol since she was thirteen. And because she was one of the best actresses in the world. And also one of, if not the, most beautiful, in her opinion. And she'd have to kiss her pretty soon. _Yeah, like you're dreading that_, said a little voice in her head.

"Shut up", she said aloud to herself as she was entering the hotel.

Cate was sitting in an armchair in her hotel room, looking outside the window and sipping her drink. She really felt like she needed that drink after the conversation she'd just had. Arguing, arguing, arguing, that was all she and her husband seemed to do these past few months. And again, some time ago on the phone. Cate never used to make movies to escape her life but now she felt that was exactly what she needed. It was pretty late, but she couldn't sleep. She felt tired but every time she had tried to go to sleep that night she ended up tossing and turning for what seemed like hours and then just got back up. She ended up going through the script one more time, as they were starting filming the next morning. She remembered Todd had said that their first scene would be the one with her and Rooney in her, Carol's , house.

From the moment they'd met she had liked Rooney, but there was something about them working together that made her nervous, although she could not quite put her finger on it. Maybe it was just the fact that the girl was so quiet, even though Cate was sure a thousand thoughts ran through her mind but she seemed to almost never say what she was thinking. Instead, she watched everything and everyone carefully, like she was observing a world in which she did not quite belong. Even when Cate was not looking at her, she could sometimes feel the younger woman's eyes on her, picking up her every little movement. Cate was not annoyed at this, but it made her incredibly self-conscious at once. When she would turn to look at her, because she could always feel it when Rooney's stare was fixed upon her, the girl would smile shyly, or just look away blushing a little. Cate wondered if she was working on her character or if it was something else. She wished it was something else but she did not know what else she wanted it to be.

Could she ask Rooney? No, of course not. What could she say? "Why are you staring at me?" It seemed like such a childish thing to say. No. Besides, it was obvious Rooney was working on her character, it seemed like something Therese would do and obviously, given the script and what Todd had told them so far, they would spend a lot of time staring at each other in the following weeks. And probably something more than staring. Like kissing. Probably a lot. _Yeah, like you're dreading that_, said a little voice in her head.

"Shut up", she said aloud to herself in the empty hotel room, confused by her own thoughts. She opened her purse to get her cigarettes and pulled her scarf from the purse, so she could find them. But as she lit a cigarette, she glanced at the scarf again and realised it was not hers.

Rooney got out of the shower and wrapped a towel around her body. She felt like she needed a cigarette, so she lit one and sat in an armchair, careful not to make it wet, as her hair was dripping. She looked outside the window. She remembered reading the book some months ago and she could remember a chapter in which Carol and Therese shower together. Was it too late to talk Phyllis into adding that scene in the movie? Probably not, right? It was worth a try. After all, it was a very important scene. How could the film get made without that scene in it? Actually, Rooney thought, any film could use a scene with Cate Blanchett showering.

Rooney shook her head. She truly needed to get a grip. She put out her cigarette and threw her towel on the bed, getting ready to put her pyjamas on, blow dry her hair and go to sleep. It was pretty late anyway. Just as she was walking towards her suitcase, she heard a soft knock on the door.

**Notes:** Okay, obviously, this is just a fanfic, and **NOT** based on any real events, I repeat, just a fanfic. I've never written anything before but I've wanted to write this for a while and I decided to give it a try. I know it's kind of short, but I don't know if anyone's going to read this or like it, so we'll see. Also, really sorry for any mistakes, English is not my first language. Thanks for reading, please leave a comment with your opinion, I'd really appreciate it! :)


	2. There Is A Light That Never Goes Out

-Rooney?

Rooney froze in the middle of her hotel room. She didn't need to hear the low, soft voice speaking the following words to know exactly who was knocking on her door.

-It's Cate.

Rooney did not seem to be able to move. There she was, completely still and also completely naked in the middle of her hotel room with Cate Blanchett knocking on her door.

-Are you sleeping?

-No, no, just give me one second.

Rooney moved incredibly fast, taking the towel off the bed and quickly putting on her pyjamas. She walked to the door and took a deep breath, trying to calm herself down before opening the door.

Cate was standing in front of the door, in her pyjamas as well, with no makeup on at all. Rooney remembered watching some of her interviews, where she always joked about how she only looked stunning on red carpets and how she absolutely did not look that way when she was not working. But as she gave her a big smile, the girl thought this was the most beautiful she'd ever been.

-So sorry for bothering you, but I heard the water running a little while ago and I figured you were probably still up.

-Yeah, yeah, I was not sleeping. I just got out of the shower, actually.

-So I see, said Cate with a little chuckle and Rooney realised that her hair was still really wet.

-Um, yeah, she said smiling and blushing a little.

-But you shouldn't go to bed this way, you might catch a cold with your hair all wet like that, said the woman running her fingers through Rooney's hair, making her shiver for some inexplicable reason.

-I-I'll dry it. Would you like to come in?

Cate flashed her another smile.

-I would. I brought you your scarf actually, I accidentally put it in my bag when we finished, she said while walking into the room and handing Rooney her scarf, which she was holding.

-Oh, thank you. I didn't even realise.

-Don't worry, I won't stay long, you're probably tired. Do you have anything we can drink?

-Oh, actually, I think I have some wine. You can sit there, by the window, the view is pretty great and I'll bring the wine.

-Don't you want to dry your hair first? I could help.

Rooney was very glad she had her back turned to Cate, because her face froze for a few seconds and she blurted out her answer without really thinking about it.

-No, no, it's fine, I'll do it later, you don't have to, she said turning towards Cate.

-Miss Belivet, you're supposed to say yes to _everything_ I suggest! she said in a mockingly upset tone, even though she was smiling.

Rooney chuckled and looking at Cate's smile, she thought that even if she suggested that she jumped out of the window right now, she probably would.

-Maybe you phrased it wrong, Mrs Aird, she said playing along.

-Ah, of course, said Cate and quickly got up from the armchair in which she had sat and walked to where Rooney was standing. She cupped the girl's face in her hands and looked into her eyes intensely. Their faces were incredibly close. Rooney worried that she might faint but she tried not to let it show.

-Therese, I wonder if you might want to pour us two glasses of wine. Would you?

-Yes. Yes, I would, said Rooney trying very hard to suppress a laugh.

Cate let go of Rooney's face and gave her a small smile.

-Well. That's that, she said and laughed, breaking character.

Rooney turned and poured wine in two glasses and then went to sit opposite Cate in an armchair by the window.

-Thank you. I thought Carol would be more interested in the wine than the blow-drying. No offence.

-None taken, said Rooney smiling.

They sat in silence for a while. Rooney noticed that even though she was usually comfortable only with people she knew very well, Cate made her feel really relaxed. Even the silence between them was a comfortable one. They kind of balanced each other out, as Rooney had noticed that Cate rarely let silence fall for too long and was really comfortable among people. Rooney was kind of the opposite. She never spoke more than she needed to and usually prefered to be alone. But, no matter how comfortable she was with her, once she felt Cate's eyes fixed upon her, she felt herself blush and felt a need to break the silence.

-Do you mind if I smoke?

-Of course not, it's your room. And, actually, could I have one as well?

Rooney took out another cigarette and she gave it to Cate. She leaned a bit closer to light it for her, and even though she never looked away from the little flame, she could feel that Cate's eyes were still on her.

-So, said Cate before bringing the cigarette to her lips, how come you're awake at this time?

-Well, I actually got back here a bit late.

-How come?

Rooney wondered whether or not she should tell her about her fight with Charlie. A little voice was saying _"no, it's personal, and why should she care anyway?"_ but Rooney chose to listen to the other little voice who seemed to believe that it would be a good thing for Cate to know that she would probably be single in a while.

-I felt like I needed to walk a bit, think some things over...I had a fight with my boyfriend on the phone and I'm pretty sure he's going to be my ex-boyfriend in a while, she said the last sentence avoiding Cate's eyes but as she finished she couldn't resist looking at her to see her reaction. To her surprise, she looked as though she was trying to suppress a smile, but her eyes were serious.

-I'm sorry. But hey, if that's what you want, I don't think you should feel bad about it.

-Why are you assuming that _I_ am going to break up with him?

-Well, he can't break up with you. You're an angel, flung out of space. Rare breed, she said with a smile and then winked playfully.

Rooney blushed and drank some wine in order to give her heart some time to get back to beating regularly. If someone didn't know them and was listening to this conversation, he would've thought that Cate was flirting with her, but as far as she knew Cate, Rooney knew this wasn't the case. She spoke like this with many people, so Rooney knew this wasn't a special treatment.

-Thank you, I guess, said Rooney, smiling.

-So, you're breaking up with your boyfriend, said Cate with a tone that made it seem like she needed a definite answer form Rooney on whether she was really going to be single.

-Yes, said Rooney and she realised that this was the first time she was voicing a decision on the matter.

-Is Therese to blame? Is your life imitating your art? said Cate with a smile.

-Maybe it is, said Rooney laughing. However, she wanted to add "although, for my life to imitate my art properly, I think we should also have sex", but she managed to not say it out loud.

-They say that's not healthy, but maybe it could be good for you.

Cate looked genuinely happy. Rooney wondered why. Of course, she was not particularly sad for the breakup herself, but was that the reaction that people usually had?

-I guess we'll see. At least it's just me imitating Therese and you're not imitating Carol, divorcing your husband and all.

As soon as she'd said that, she could see it had been the wrong thing to say. Cate's eyes had not left her face all this time and she had a smile on her lips but as soon as she heard these words, her body stiffened, her smile disappeared and she quickly turned her head to look outside the window. Even though she could not see her eyes, Rooney could see that for the first time that night, actually, for the first time since Rooney had known her, Cate looked extremely sad. Rooney instantly hated herself for making the woman be that way, but as she was ready to change the subject entirely, something dawned on her. She had selfishly wanted to see the vulnerable side of Cate for a long time. All the times they'd been together, she had always been (or had always seemed to be) happy, talkative ad funny. The only times she'd seen her sad was in movies, but it was not real. This moment right there, this side of Cate was a vulnerable one. A sad one. This moment was a real one, it wasn't a moment that anyone could've shared with Cate, it was a moment that only Rooney was now sharing with her. But she did feel a little guilty for bringing it up.

-I'm sorry, I didn't want to-

-No, no, it's fine, said Cate turning her eyes to Rooney again and smiling, although the smile did not reach her eyes. Moment gone.

-More wine? said the girl in an attempt to start another conversation.

-Are you trying to get me drunk, Rooney?

-Maybe, said Rooney getting up and Cate laughed.

-So, why did you say yes to the movie? asked Cate while Rooney brought the bottle of wine to where they were sitting.

-Would you prefer it if I hadn't? joked Rooney and Cate laughed again.

-No. I'm just curious.

-Well, you were one of the main reasons, said Rooney while filling their glasses again and never lookig Cate in the eyes.

-Is that so?

-Yeah, I mean, I've looked up to you since I was thirteen.

-Okay, Rooney, I know you're much younger but don't rub it in! said Cate in a fake angry tone, which made the girl chuckle.

-And the book is wonderful and so is the script. It's a great love story. And our characters are interesting, to say the least.

-Mm. Don't you get the feeling though that they're both quite isolated? In their own little worlds. Until they meet, of course. That's why I think our scenes with Kyle and Jake are going to be more difficult than the ones we have together. You know, with them, we're restrained but then we get together and we finally get to-

-Have sex, said Rooney before she could stop herself and immediately blushed, even though Cate started laughing.

-I was going for something more subtle, but ok.

-I'm sorry, I probably shouldn't have suggested the refill.

-Oh, I don't mind. But should I dare ask what your favorite part is or will the answer be quite inappropriate?

Rooney laughed and took some time before answering.

-Actually, it's the tunnel scene, I think. You know, when Therese is thinking that she wouldn't mind dying at that moment, because her body would be found next to Carol's. The way Highsmith writes it, it's truly brilliant. And it kind of reminds me of a lyric of one of my favorite songs.

-Which song? said Cate, now quite serious and listening to her intently.

Rooney made the mistake of looking directly into her eyes and got lost in them. She answered a few seconds later, but she felt like minutes had passed.

-"There is a light that never goes out", by The Smiths. Do you know it?

-No. What does the lyric say?

-Well, the lyric is-

-Sing it, said Cate in an almost commanding tone.

Rooney was sure that if it weren't for the wine, she would've never done it, she never sang in front of other people but she sang this time, even that little bit.

-_"To die by your side is such a heavenly way to die"_, she sang in a small voice and Cate smiled.

-It really is beautiful.

They looked at each other in silence for a while and then Cate turned her eyes to the clock on the wall.

-Oh, Gosh, it got so late! And we have to wake up very early tomorrow. I'm really sorry I kept you up.

-No, no, don't apologize, I had a great time.

-Me too, Rooney. But we both have to sleep now. Goodnight.

The two women got up and walked to the door. Cate flashed Rooney a smile before getting out of the room and as the girl was closing the door, she heard someone singing in a low voice:

_"And if a ten-ton truck kills the both of us _

_To die by your side, well, the pleasure - the privilege is mine"._

She opened the door again and saw Cate getting into her room, which was next to hers. Cate gave her an innocent look.

-Something wrong?

-I thought you didn't know the song, said Rooney confused.

-I do. I just wanted to hear you sing it.

And before Rooney could answer, Cate had closed the door behind her.

**Notes: Thank you all very, very much for reading and for leaving reviews! I tried to update as quickly as possible and tried to make it a bigger chapter than the first one, but the next one might take some time. I really hope you'll like this chapter, I loved writing it. Tell me what you think, I really appreciate your reviews! Thanks again for reading! :)**


	3. The Moment Of Truth

Cate closed the door of her room and leaned against it. She closed her eyes and images of the past hour flashed in her mind; Rooney laughing, blushing, smiling shyly. Todd had been very right in his choice for Therese, she thought, for Rooney was truly an angel.

Cate felt very strange with her. She had only known her for a short period of time and yet, she was sure she would be comfortable to discuss anything with her. When Rooney had mentioned her husband, she had caught her off guard. She hadn't talked about this with anyone else, but if Rooney had pressed on, if she'd asked something about it, she was sure she would have talked. She would've said everything to Rooney. She didn't know why.

_Oh, you really don't know why?_ said the little voice in her head, which thankfully had been silent during her and Rooney's talk. And anyway, Cate hadn't talked about it after all. But she was pretty sure Rooney had understood something. Yes, she could've easily understood that there was something wrong between her and her husband. Cate suddenly felt relieved but she kept telling herself that it wasn't a bad thing this relieved her. It was good for Rooney to know this because she was going through a hard time with her boyfriend. It's always easier when you know someone else is going through a tough time as well. That was the only reason for it. But even though she was glad Rooney had understood that there was something wrong with her and Andrew, she sincerely hoped Rooney hadn't seen how glad she had felt when the girl had told her she was going to break up with her boyfriend.

Now that the moment had passed, Cate was ashamed of her joy. She didn't even know the guy. He might be perfectly nice. Why on earth would she be happy that Rooney was going to break up with him? She desperately searched for a good enough reason. Ah, but, of course. Rooney did not seem sad about them breaking up, so she was going to be happier without him and since Cate liked Rooney and wanted her to be happy, the reason was that she was just happy to see Rooney happy! The little voice in her head apparently now was a little person and when she reached that conclusion, it raised an eyebrow and did an ironic slow clap.

However, Cate had noticed that when she looked at Rooney for a little too long, the girl would blush and look away, in a way that implied she could not tell why Cate was looking at her, in other words, she could not understand how beautiful she was or she didn't believe it. If anything, that showed that her boyfriend obviously did not tell her enough. If Cate was in his place, she would remind Rooney how beautiful she was every second of every hour of every day-

_Whoa! If you were in his place? That escalated quickly from just wanting to see her happy!_

Cate shook her head. She couldn't film this movie with these thoughts in her head. At least she was very good at being a professional about things, and that was what her relationship with Rooney would be; professional.

"Don't fuck this up, Blanchett", Cate said to herself before turning off the light and falling asleep.

Rooney was barely awake when her phone rang the next morning. It was Todd.

"Good morning Rooney, how are you?"

"Fine, Todd. Just woke up. Everything okay?"

"Yeah, everything's fine but there has been a change of plans. We were going to begin with the scene with you and Cate in Carol's house but there is a problem on that set, so we're doing another scene."

"Oh, okay. Which one?"

"Don't worry, there are no lines to memorize. It's the one with the two of you in the hotel room. You know, the night before Carol leaves. It's a really short scene, Cate says a couple of lines, you kiss and it's done. I just thought it's good for a first scene because you never did a screen test together. Also, it's time to see if there's any chemistry! Rooney? Are you still there?"

Rooney's ear was pressed to the phone but her mind was miles away. She was sincerely starting to panick. Her hand was trembling and she realised she really needed to say something. _Tell him you're sick and don't go! _

"Yeah, I'm still here."

"I was joking about the chemistry, I'm sure it's going to be great. Don't be nervous, ok? See you later."

Don't be nervous. This seemed like the simplest thing but nothing seemed more difficult to Rooney at that moment. She obviously had to go. She couldn't avoid it.

_You have no reason to be nervous anyway. It's not like you're just meeting the woman, you've already met, you've talked, she really seems to like you, it's going to be fine._

"It's going to be fine", Rooney repeated out loud, slowly breathing in and out. She was able to calm herself down a bit and then her eyes fell on her scarf, which Cate had brought her back last night. Without being able to stop herself, her mind went back to the previous nigt and her heart started racing again. It all seemed like a dream. She was not ready for that scene so quickly. But she had no choice.

A few hours later, everything was ready. The set was ready, the lighting was right, the cameras were ready, and the two women were dressed up and in character. Even in these relatively plain clothes, Cate looked regal. Looking at her, Rooney suddenly felt so small and ridiculous. As they were fixing the woman's makeup, Cate felt Rooney's eyes on her and turned to give her a big smile. The girl's heart skipped a beat and she immediately looked away.

_What are you doing? You were talking just fine with her last night! She smiled at you, why can't you just smile back? _

Rooney could tell that her face was probably red, but she turned to Cate, whose eyes were still fixed upon her, and smiled back.

"We'll start in a minute, get the cameras ready", said Todd and came towards the two women.

He motioned for them to come closer to him, so that he could give them directions for the scene that would follow.

"Okay, obviously, this is a very important scene. It's after you get the telegram, after you've found out that the detective is following you; basically everything is crumbling down. But you obviously still love each other and that love has to show."

At these last words, Cate turned to Rooney and smiled again. The girl was able to give her a small smile back, but she could feel her hands sweating and her heart beating faster. Todd kept speaking, but she couldn't understand a word he was saying. _Focus, Rooney._

"So, Therese comes out of the bathroom, Carol is talking on the phone with Abby, sitting on her bed. You walk to the other bed", he said looking at Rooney, "and when you're ready to lie down, Carol says 'you don't have to sleep over there', you go to her, you embrace and you kiss. Don't worry, we're probably not going to keep this take, I just want to see you together, see how the chemistry works", he said and walked behind the camera.

"The moment of truth", Cate whispered winking at Rooney.

"Cate, Rooney, take your places."

Rooney was barely able to move, but she somehow managed to get to her place.

"Rolling. And action."

The room was completely silent. Rooney walked across the room. Her ears were buzzing and her heart was beatinglike she had run hundreds of miles. She could hear Cate's voice, but she couldn't make out what she was saying.

"You don't have to sleep over there."

Her voice was soft. She looked defeated, vulnerable, the way she had looked less than twelve hours ago, whenRooney had mentioned her husband. For a moment, the girl looked her in the eyes. It was the first time she had not blushed nor looked away, because she was allowed to look at her. As Therese, she was allowed to do everything she couldn't do as herself. She got up and walked to the other bed, where Cate was lying. She was astonished she was actually able to walk. She lied next to Cate and there was a moment, possibly not even one second, for which their eyes met; they were closer to each other than they'd ever been.

And then her lips were on Cate's neck. Cate left out a small whimper and hugger her. She could feel that her body was radiating heat, Cate could probably feel it too, though at that moment, Rooney didn't care.

But now the moment had come; they had to kiss. Rooney opened her eyes and looked into Cate's eyes. There was pain in them and, if Rooney was right, lust. Because it wasn't Cate anymore, but Carol. And Rooney had to become Therese.

_No backing down now_, she thought and before she could go on, Cate brought her face closer and kissed her.


	4. To Being In Love

Rooney felt her whole body go numb but fortunately, she was able to move her lips. She was aware of Cate and only Cate; she had absolutely forgotten about the other people in the room. And she had also forgotten about Therese. At this moment, she was 100% Rooney but who could tell? This felt right. This felt more than right; it felt perfect. With every second that passed with Cate's lips on hers, she could feel herself falling in love with the woman more and more. There was no going back now. She felt Cate pulling her closer and before she could give it more thought, she deepened the kiss. Her hands were swimming in Cate's hair and her nose was filled with the woman's scent. Cate moaned softly, but the room was so quiet and Rooney was so close to her, that she was sure she hadn't imagined it.

Suddenly, she felt Cate pull back.

"Is that enough?" the woman said, looking at Todd, who was sitting behind the monitor.

The room was completely silent and Todd took some time before answering.

"Yeah, sorry, let's cut guys. I know I left it go on for too long but...I don't know. I just couldn't say 'cut'."

Too long? Hadn't it been just seconds? That's what it'd felt like to Rooney.

Cate got up from the bed and Rooney suddenly realised that she had been completely still all this time. The room suddenly got very noisy, everybody had started talking. It was like the moment that she and Cate had shared had not even happened. Everyone else was doing things, behaving exactly the same way as before Todd had said 'action', but for Rooney, everything had changed. The whole world seemed different.

"Everything okay?" Cate asked, observing the girl.

"Yeah, everything's fine," she replied.

Cate smiled and walked away.

The worst part was, Cate also seemed to behave exactly the same way as before.

Rooney wasn't able to think of anything else all day. She was supposed to film a scene with Jake, but after more than twenty takes which weren't nearly good enough, she had said she wasn't feeling very well and had excused herself from the set. Truth was, she couldn't take her mind off Cate and the scene they had filmed that morning. The worst part was, she was sure that some of the crew members were looking at her differently and even though Cate had been on the set again that day, the woman had not talked to her or smiled at her or even looked at her. Had she made a complete fool of herself? Had everyone seen, had everyone understood what she had been thinking? Had it been that obvious that it was _her_ kissing Cate that morning and not Therese? That she had wanted more? She felt confused and awful. More than that, she felt incredibly embarrassed.

Cate was married. Also, Cate had three children. But on top of that, Cate had stopped their kiss. She had said _'Is that enough?'_. So, she had understood that it had gone on for too long, as Todd had said. She didn't want the kiss to go on any longer. So it was only Rooney who'd thought it had been seconds. It was only _her_ who'd changed. Her worst fear though, was that she had ruined the friendship that had started to develop between the two of them. She could tell that the woman had really liked her until the previous night but after their scene together, she wouldn't even look at her. Right after the take had ended, Cate's behavior had changed completely.

That whole day, every time she'd seen Cate, she would look at her intensely, trying to make the woman look at her too, but she never did. Rooney was almost certain that she was avoiding her. She was sure Cate could feel her eyes fixed upon her, but the woman never showed it.

Did she know, had she maybe guessed Rooney's feelings? And was this her way of absolutely rejecting them? Of telling the girl that she definitely did not feel the same way? After she'd excused herself from the set, Rooney had made her way back to the hotel and once she was in her room, with all these thoughts in her head, tears started running down her cheeks and she made no effort to stop them. 

_How on earth could you be so stupid? Is that what a professional relationship means to you? This was completely over the line!_

Cate had gone back to her room after finishing up on set. She knew the first thing she had to do was damage control. Maybe it wasn't as bad as she thought. Who else could have understood that she had failed on that take? Yes, she had been Carol when she had taken her place. She had been Carol when she had talked on the phone. She had been Carol when she'd invited Rooney to her bed. But once the girl's eyes had looked into hers, she had forgotten all about the crew and the cameras, all about the fact that they were filming a movie, that they had to portray characters. She had not been Carol during that kiss. But who could have known? They couldn't know what was going on inside her head. They couldn't know that her body had almost erupted in flames during that take. But what about Rooney? Rooney must have felt the heat radiating from her body when they'd kissed. Rooney probably knew something was up, because she had been staring at her all day. Since their scene, every time they had been near each other that day, the girl had been staring at her, and in a different way than ever before.

So she knew, or at least she suspected. As this conclusion started to sink in, Cate felt terrified.

_What? What does she know? What is this thing that you want no one to know about?_

These were the questions that Cate avoided answering in her head. It didn't matter. It would all go away.

At that moment, her phone rang. It was Todd.

"Hey, Cate! Listen, are you free tonight?"

"Yeah, I'm not doing anything."

"Great. Some of us are going out to get a drink, you know, me, you, Phyllis, Sarah. The guys unfortunately can't make it, but I think it'll be fun. I think it'd be nice, first day of filming done and all."

"Yeah, that sounds great."

_Don't ask. Do not ask that question. Catherine Elise Blanchett, do not let these words come out of your mouth._

"What about Rooney? Isn't she coming?"

_What an idiot._

"She said she's probably going to get there a bit later, she isn't feeling very well."

"Oh. Okay."

She isn't feeling very well or she doesn't want to see her?

"I'll come get you in a couple of hours, okay?"

"Okay, Todd. See you."

She hung up the phone. Should she go to Rooney's room and check up on her? No, probably not. She had said she'd get there a bit later anyway, so she couldn't be that bad. But what if it was an excuse because she didn't want to see her? No, stop, she said she'd come. Otherwise, she would have said she wouldn't be coming at all.

So, when Rooney would join them, Cate would act friendly. Incredibly friendly. Even if Rooney thought something weird was going on, this would throw her off. She'd act as if nothing had happened and she'd bury everything inside her. 

Even though her first thought was that she would absolutely not go, Rooney decided to go find the others a little while later. She was feeling a little better and she really wanted to see how Cate would be with her after their scene that morning and everything that had followed.

When she got to the place where Todd had told her they'd be, she didn't immediately see them, but she heard a voice.

"Rooney! Over here!"

It was Cate, smiling and waving. Rooney felt a weight lift off her chest; Cate still talked to her. She walked to the table where Cate, Todd, Sarah and Phyllis were sitting. When she reached them, Cate got up and gave her a hug.

"Feeling better?" Cate asked her with a concerned look.

"Yeah, much better."

Rooney greeted everyone else at the table and sat next to Todd.

"So, what do you want to drink?" Phyllis asked her.

"Mmm, probably-"

"A dry martini with an olive?" Cate, who had sat on Todd's other side, said with a smirk and turned to wink at Rooney.

"I'd prefer a glass of wine," Rooney said smiling but felt herself blush.

After some time, Cate was chatting with Phyllis when she reached to grab Rooney's hand.

"You know, some people may find it exruciating, but I actually feel very happy to have a night out with both my ex," she said grabbing Sarah's hand as well, "and my current girlfriend," she continued turning to Rooney.

"You have a girlfriend Cate?" Todd asked laughing.

Cate looked at him surprised and confused.

"Cate who?"

She released Sarah's hand and gave it to Todd, as if to offer him a handshake.

"Mrs Carol Aird, pleasure to meet you."

Todd shook her hand and everybody roared with laughter.

"I didn't write the book or the script, but I think Mrs Carol Aird would be a bit more discreet."

"How do you know how Carol would be in 2014?" she said and smiled at Rooney.

The girl suddenly realised that she was still holding Cate's hand. She lowered her eyes to look at their hands together and felt happy; a happiness she could not quite explain. The moment she looked up, she noticed that she wasn't the only one who was looking at their hands; Sarah's eyes were on their hands as well and now they were fixed upon Rooney's face with a curious, yet gleeful look. She didn't say a word and before Rooney could react, Sarah just smiled at her and looked away.

"Fair point," Todd said, laughing.

"So, since it's 2014, I'd like to sit next to my girlfriend if you don't mind switching chairs, Mr. Haynes."

"I don't mind at all, Mrs Aird. I'll go sit next to Phyllis. Sarah, do you want to sit on this side?"

As Todd and Sarah stood up, Cate, who had probably had a few drinks already, spoke up again.

"Todd, have you noticed you always sit between us?" she said, sitting next to Rooney.

"Maybe it's for the best," Sarah said glancing at Rooney who immediately looked away.

"With so much chemistry between the two of you, I don't think letting you sit next to each other is the best idea," Todd joked and turned to Phyllis, as if he had just remembered something.

"Speaking of chemistry, you should have been on set this morning," he said in a lower voice and Rooney almost choked on her drink. Was he really going to talk about this now? Was he going to tell Phyllis about it? No matter how much she was dreading it, she couldn't resist the urge to listen.

"Why?" Phyllis asked sipping her drink.

"We filmed the love scene, the one right before Carol leaves."

"Oh, I thought you were going to begin with something else."

_Me too, Phyllis. Me too, _Rooney thought.

"We were, but we had some problems with a set, so we went along with this one."

"And? Did it go well?"

Todd took a pause before answering and Rooney wanted more tha anything to turn and look at him, so she could see his expression, but she didn't.

"It was the most magnificent thing. Remember when we'd talked about how we were not completely sure that they would have enough chemistry to pull this off? Phyllis, I'm so glad to say we could not have been more wrong. They just match. They started kissing and I just couldn't say 'cut'. It was such a perfect moment. I was scared to breathe, I thought I'd ruin it."

Todd was almost whispering now and Rooney could barely hear him.

"Would you like another one?" Cate asked her, pointing to her glass.

"Sure, why not?"

"Okay, so one for you, one for Sarah, and I think I'll have a rye whiskey."

"Are you sure you should have another one?" Sarah said, laughing.

Before Cate could answer, her phone started ringing. She checked the screen and got up, smiling.

"The boys," she said and walked a litte further so that she could talk.

Rooney followed Cate with her eyes and watched her talking on the phone. At some point, Cate started laughing, probably with something one of her sons had said and Rooney, without being able to control it, smiled broadly. She wasn't the only one who was smiling, though. Sarah was smiling as well, but she was looking at Rooney, not at Cate.

"Why are you looking at me like that?" she asked Sarah, but not annoyed.

"You remind me of happy times."

"What do you mean?"

"Oh, nothing."

She smiled and raised her glass, motioning for Rooney to do the same.

"To being in love."
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	5. A Doll's House

Rooney almost dropped her glass and looked at Sarah horrified, who was sipping her drink and looking at her very calmly. The girl turned to look at Todd and Phyllis; thankfully, they were still chatting and gave no sign that they had listened to what Sarah had said.

"How do you know?" Rooney whispered, leaning closer to Sarah.

"Well, it's not hard to tell. You seem so distracted. You must miss him a lot."

"What are you-"

And then she got it. _Charlie_. She was talking about _Charlie_.

"I do. But, you know, work takes my mind off things, so that's something," she said, trying to sound as calm as possible.

"Isn't he going to come visit?"

"Probably, yes. We're going through a tough time but I guess we'll pull through."

However, Sarah did not look convinced. In fact, she was still smiling, as if she knew exactly what Rooney was thinking and how she was feeling. But how could _she_ know when not even Rooney herself knew what she was feeling?

Suddenly, Cate came back to the table and sat down.

"I ordered our drinks."

"I didn't know you drink whiskey, Cate," Rooney said, smiling.

Cate leaned in and almost put her lips on Rooney's ear.

"I'm going method," she whispered and the girl felt her face burn up as Cate's hot breath reached her ear.

Rooney turned to smile at Cate, but the woman hadn't pulled back yet. They were facing each other with their lips just inches apart. Rooney didn't even risk breathing with Cate that close to her. Her heart was pounding and Cate suddenly laughed and pulled back. Rooney saw Sarah looking at her again and when she gave her a questioning look, the woman just rolled her eyes.

"So, how are your boys?" Sarah asked Cate as a waiter brought their drinks.

"They're fine. Although, Roman thinks that since no one is going to watch me play a lesbian, I should be out filming blockbusters instead."

"Are they staying with Andrew?" Sarah whispered, so as not to be heard by Todd or Phyllis, who were still engaged in a conversation concerning the movie and their filming schedule. Rooney looked away from the two women since it seemed like a private matter and she did not want Cate to think she was eavesdropping on her private life, so she pretended not to listen.

"No, no, they're at my mom's place."

"Are things still bad between Andrew and you?" Sarah said, and maybe it was Rooney's imagination, but she thought Sarah had asked a little louder than before and had given her a very quick glance.

"It's pretty much the same," she paused, sipping her drink, "but anyway, no more talking about this tonight. Tonight is supposed to be fun!"

And it truly was fun. They stayed up very late,the five of them chatting and laughing about things and by the time they decided to head back to the hotel, Cate was a little drunk. Todd drove everybody back and when they got there, he took Cate's hand.

"I should probably take you to your room, make sure you don't fall down the stairs or something," he told her, laughing.

"I told you, I'm fine! I can walk just fine!" Cate protested giving him a smile.

"Why don't you walk to the elevator by yourself?" Phyllis said.

Cate rolled her eyes and began to walk to the elevator. After a few steps, she almot tripped.

"It's the heels!" she whispered.

"Come on, let me take you to your room. Do you have your key?"

Cate rummaged trough her purse and brought out the key to her room.

"Here it is, but I _told_ you-"

"You know what Todd, you and Phyllis are probably really tired and you have a really busy day tomorrow. Also, if I'm not mistaken, I think Cate's room is right next to Rooney's and my room is on their floor as well, so why don't _we_ make sure Cate is alright and in her bed and then go back to our rooms?" Sarah asked looking at Rooney who nodded at once.

"Yeah, of course, I don't mind."

"Okay then, let's do it this way."

They all got into the elevator, the three women said goodnight to Todd and Phyllis and got out. They walked to the door of Cate's room and waited for her to open the door.

"Wow, I suddenly feel extremey tired," Sarah said, yawning, even though she really didn't look that tired, "do you mind doing this by yourself?"

"Um, no, I guess not," Rooney said and sincerely hoped she was not blushing.

Sarah looked at Cate, who was not paying any attention to them and was still trying to open the door, and then leaned in to whisper in Rooney's ear.

"If she gets too wild for you, knock on my door; I'll be more than willing to give you a hand," she said with a smirk.

Rooney's eyes widened and now, she was definitely blushing.

"'Night Rooney, 'night Cate."

Cate had finally managed to open the door and the two women got inside.

"Rooney, I'm seriously fine, you can go to your room. You don't have to do this, really."

"I don't mind."

Cate walked in the room and stumbled.

"It's the heels," she said again.

"Why don't you take them off then," Rooney said, trying to suppress a laugh.

Cate lifted her foot to take one of her shoes off, but she almost fell on her face and Rooney hurried forward to catch her.

"Why don't you sit on the bed?" she told her and the woman did so.

"I feel a little...dizzy," Cate said, with her eyes closed.

"Maybe all the ryes weren't such a good idea," Rooney, who was on her knees right in front of Cate, replied while taking off the woman's shoes.

"Oh, I hope you don't think any less of me. It's just...I'm going through a hard time. Of course, that's no excuse, but..."

"No, of course I don't think any less of you. And I don't mind doing this, really."

Rooney decided not to press on about the hard time Cate had brought up; it seemed rude to ask her, especially in the state in which she was in now.

"Do you feel any better or are you still dizzy?" Rooney asked after having taken off Cate's shoes.

"I think I'm a little better. I hope I don't end up with a bad headache tomorrow because we have a really important scene."

"Which one?"

"The one with Carol and Harge at the lawyer's office. Towards the end. You know...that's a weird scene, isn't it? Isn't it cruel for this woman to have to choose between her child and her lover? I mean, she has a responsibility as a wife and as a mother, but Therese is the love of her life, isn't she? She's been with one man for so many years, she's not sure she even loves him anymore, or at least she doesn't love him like she used to, but what if she's falling for somebody else?"

"I'm not sure that's what's-"

"You know what I've been thinking about a lot these past few days? Have you ever read Ibsen's play, _'A Doll's House'_?"

"No, I haven't. I know about it, though."

"This play was written in the nineteenth century and that woman leaves behind her husband and kids _for herself_. She does it in order to find herself. She doesn't even leave them to run off with another man. Quite a ballsy character, you could say, especially for the time in which it was written. I somehow connected her to Carol, maybe she inspired me, I don't know...maybe Carol inspired me...because this woman in the play lives like a doll in her house, people just have her do whatever they want, especially the men, and she behaves exactly the way that is expected of her. Until the end, of course. Carol also lives a bit like a doll, until...you know, I feel like a doll too, sometimes. I've done what was expected of me, even though I truly was in love, but now...there are so many things that I can't risk now, people are going to talk, I might ruin...everything. Besides, I still have a responsibility as a wife and as a mother, I can't just...no matter how strong my feelings might be, I..."

Cate's voice trailed off and Rooney stared at the woman. The silence seemed to go on forever, until Rooney decided to break it.

"Cate, are you...do you have feelings for someone else?"

She hadn't gotten much else of what the woman had said, but she was pretty sure that this was what she had meant. Cate looked at her and she had that vulnerability again, a kind of sadness that Rooney loved, not because she liked seeing Cate sad of course, but because it somehow made the woman even more beautiful. The fact that someone this beautiful, someone this perfect, could feel sadness as well, a sadness that somehow didn't ruin the beauty but enhanced it, made Rooney love her even more. She had a sudden urge to hug Cate, to hold her tight and be the person that woud make all her sadness go away, but she didn't; she wanted to hear Cate's answer first, even though it scared her more than anything that the answer might be positive, that Cate's heart might already belong to someone else.

"Dolls don't have feelings for anyone else, except the people for which they're supposed to," she said with a melancholic smile.

_What the hell is that supposed to mean? I know you love theatre, Cate, but enough with Ibsen and his play! Are you or are you not in love with someone else? It's a yes or no question!_

That's what Rooney wanted to say but at that moment she noticed that Cate's eyes were glassy. The vulnerability that she so loved suddenly angered her. No matter what, Cate did not deserve to be sad. Rooney cupped the woman's face in her hands and sat next to her.

"You are not a doll, Cate. You might be as beautiful as one, but you're not a doll. I know we haven't known each other for a very long time, but you definitely do not seem like a person who would do what other people told you to do. You know how Carol comes to Frankenberg's to get a doll but ends up with a train set? Some people are indeed dolls; they do what they're told, they let people control them as if they're dolls with which people can play. But some other people, probably fewer and very brave, are trains. They decide what their journey will be, which way their life's going to go. It's not easy, but they somehow manage it. You're definitely a train. And remember, everything comes full circle. You're travelling now in a circle of sadness, but it will be done, this period of your life will end and a new one will come. This period with come full circle and happiness will come to you, I'm sure of it."

Cate had been looking in her eyes all this time, but she had not shed a tear. Rooney took pride in that. She had managed to prevent Cate from crying; at least for this one time. What use are we anyway if we cannot help others? Especially the ones we love. And Rooney knew it now; maybe it was the wine, maybe it was this particular conversation that they were having, but she knew it even though she would deny it in the morning; she loved Cate. She could not know how much she loved her, she could not know why she loved her, but she was sure that the answers to these questions would make no difference to her. And although thinking about her feelings for Cate when she was alone made her feel embarrassed, nervous and confused, now that they were sitting side by side, just the two of them, everything made perfect sense.

"How can you be so sure?"

"Because you deserve to be happy and you'll manage it."

"Sometimes other people define our happiness as well. Sometimes...we may need another person in order to be happy but this person may be someone that we can't have."

Every single word Cate had just uttered pierced Rooney's heart like a needle. Cate needed someone else to be happy. And from what Rooney was seeing, she needed him desperately. She could not look the woman in the eyes now, she was afraid her pain might be showing, so she hugged her.

"I'm not very good with relationship advice and stuff like that but I promise that I am going to do everything I can in order for you to be happy. Whoever he is, I'll tie him up and bring him here. Besides, who can _you_ not have?"

_You. It's you I can't have, _Cate thought.

The woman was glad Rooney had hugged her; she did not want her to see the two tears that had just fallen from her eyes and the sadness her words had caused her. Of course, she wanted to help her, but if only she knew what was actually going on in Cate's mind...would she even still be talking to her?

Suddenly, she remembered the thoughts she had been having earlier that day. Right. She should be professional.

"Thank you, Rooney. I feel a little better, so I'm going to attempt to go take my makeup off. You don't have to wait for me."

"No, I will. I'd feel better to know that I left you safe and sound, in your bed."

"Okay then, I won't be long. But I must warn you; Cate Blanchett is going in the bathroom and a 45 year-old scary woman is going to come out of it."

"It's not the first time I'll be seeing you with no makeup on," Rooney said, laughing, "and anyway, I think you look way more beautiful without it, even if that seems impossible," she blurted out without thinking about it.

"Well, thank you," the woman said and got into the bathroom. Rooney hadn't been joking or lying; she had looked completely honest when she'd said it. Cate tried to remember the last time Andrew had told her something similar but she couldn't.

After she was done, she got out of the bathroom and found Rooney reading a book.

"What are you reading?"

"Sorry, it was on your nightstand, I was just re-reading some bits," she said, showing Cate the cover. It was _'Carol'_.

"Oh, I don't mind at all."

"It's very clean. I mean, you haven't written down anything."

"I prefer to keep my notes elsewhere. I don't like writing stuff on books, there's something about it that makes me think I'm ruining them. I don't know why, but that's the way it's been ever since I was a kid. I think my dad never wrote stuff on books either. Do you keep notes on your books?"

"Well, I don't write things. I only underline sentences and parts that I like. Always with a pencil, so I can erase it if I want to."

"What sentences have you underlined in this one?"

"Oh, I don't remember. Usually stuff that I've felt or stuff that I really want to feel, descriptions of emotions that I think I'd like to experience."

"That sounds like something a very romantic person would do."

"I'm not romantic," said Rooney curtly, as if she'd been offended.

"It's not a bad thing to be romantic, Rooney. Maybe it's considered a weakness today, but I think it's brave to be romantic at times like this. Kindness is considered weakness too sometimes, but it's a great virtue, is it not?"

"Yes, it's just that...I don't know, I guess I may be romantic, but deep, deep down. I think I'm kind of a dark person, actually."

"Maybe you need someone to light you up," Cate said with a smile and began to take her clothes off.

When she took her shirt off, Rooney couldn't help but blush and focused her gaze on the floor.

"You don't have to look away," Cate said with a little laugh, "besides, it's only fair that you don't."

"What do you mean?"

"Well, I've seen you naked."

Rooney suddenly felt dizzy and she was sure it wasn't the wine. She took a few seconds to be able to actually speak.

"What? When?"

"I was hiding in your bathroom while you were showering yesterday."

Rooney's face went completely read and Cate burst out laughing.

"I'm joking, I'm joking. _'The Girl with the Dragon Tattoo'_?_ 'Side Effects'_? I've watched your work, you know. You just happen to be naked in some of the movies."

"Oh."

Rooney really didn't know what to say. Now that she thought about it, she thought Cate had mentioned that she had seen _'The Girl with the Dragon Tattoo'_, but she hadn't thought about the scenes in which she was naked.

Cate was putting her pyjamas on and now that she had remembered Lisbeth Salander, Rooney had the sudden urge to throw the woman on the bed. She always thought she had more of Lisbeth in her than Therese, but she mostly failed to be bold with Cate.

"Oh, I'm not complaining. Well, I'm all ready for bed," Cate said, smiling.

"Well, I guess that's goodnight then."

"Sorry for keeping you up."

"It's okay, I always enjoy talking with you."

"Come here."

Rooney walked to Cate and the woman hugged her tight.

"Thank you for everything," she whispered in her ear.

Rooney only nodded; she didn't think she could speak, but she did her best.

"You...you should know that...if you think you can trust me, you should know that you can talk to me about anything that concerns you and I'll do whatever I can to help," Rooney said.

"You're wonderful. Have a good night, Rooney."

Rooney smiled and walked out the room.

"If you only knew, Rooney...you're the only person I want to talk to about this and the only person who must absolutely know nothing about this."
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	6. That Lucky Bastard

**Cate**

Cate woke up the next morning with a really bad headache. She had drunk a bit much the previous night, but she was pretty sure she hadn't done anything stupid. She made a very big effort to remember everything that had happened but things got a bit hazy after a point. She remembered coming up with Sarah and Rooney and Rooney had come in the room with her. And they had talked...gradually, their conversation came to her mind. She had been careless. She must not had stayed alone with Rooney after she'd had that much to drink. She had come dangerously close to telling her about her feelings. When Rooney had asked if she had feelings for someone else, she was thinking _'you'_ so intensely that, for a moment, she had thought she had actually said it out loud.

She had come so close. She had come so close to kissing Rooney when the girl was consoling her, she had come so close to telling her that it was _her_ she needed in order to be happy.

Selfish. She was so selfish. Rooney had been trying to make her feel better and all she could think about was how much she wanted to kiss her again, without having to worry about a crew or cameras or people judging her. And how ironic it was that Rooney had offered to help her with relationship advice.

_Rooney, I think I've fallen in love with you. Tell me, what do you think I should do?_

It scared her. Even the idea that she might have fallen in love with the girl scared her. In the past few days, Carol's situation had started to seem simple to her; Carol was divorced, she did not love her husband and she knew she loved Therese; but more importantly, Therese loved her too. Her own situation was so much more complicated. She'd risk so many things; her family, her work, her career.

_You can't be sure you're in love with Rooney. You may be exaggerating a bit. You're going through a tough time and she's nice to you and you can talk to her. Maybe you're just grateful she's here and you imagine your feelings are much stronger than they actually are._

Cate always tried to erase her feelings for Rooney when she was alone, to convince herself that they weren't even real, but everytime she had to face her again, everything came flooding back. Everytime she saw her, she loved her more than the last time.

She needed to think things out without panicking. She had two options. She could either tell Rooney what she was feeling and get it off her chest, or she could keep going like this; they only had a few weeks left anyway. And then interviews. And photoshoots. And if they were lucky enough, maybe awards season. And for all these things, she'd have to be with Rooney. At least she didn't have to decide right now. She picked up her script and went through the scene that they would film that day with Kyle.

_"But... what use am I to her... to us... living against... my own grain? Rindy deserves - joy. How do I give her that not knowing what it means...myself."_

What use were she to anyone if she didn't live her life the way she wanted to? How could she give happiness to others if she didn't do anything to achieve it for herself?

**Rooney**

Rooney woke up the next day with a peculiar feeling of happiness. How could she not when the last words she had heard the previous night were that she was '_wonderful'_ from the woman whose words meant the most to her? The woman who she was probably in love with and who loved someone else. What Cate had confessed to her (well, had almost confessed to her, but she was sure that was what she had meant), had hurt her incredibly much. However, this was how she had understood it; this was how she knew she was truly in love with her. When the woman had said she needed that person, whoever he was, in order to be happy, Rooney had been crushed; she had wanted to cry, to lock herself in her room and be alone for days. But if someone swore to her that Cate would be happy with that person, she would give anything and everything to help her get him. It would kill her that Cate would be with someone else but if that meant that the woman would be truly happy, she'd sacrifice her own happiness.

_Someone else? As opposed to being with who? You? Don't be ridiculous! As if she could ever be with you._

That was true, Cate would never reciprocate Rooney's feelings, but that did not mean that Rooney could stop loving her just like that. The love that she felt for her confused her, though. She had never had these feelings for a woman before. There had been men that she truly had loved; Charlie included. She had not felt that there was something missing from their relationship, maybe just that it had run its course after all this time. Cate was beautiful; she was stunning and such a wonderful person, but Rooney knew that what she felt for her went well beyond admiration and respect. She wanted to know everything about the woman; how her childhood had been, her favorite color, her favorite song, how she drank her coffee, all the little things that weren't really important but could make someone fall hopelessly in love with another person.

She often caught herself wondering what it would be like to kiss Cate, what it would be like to touch her, hold her, be with her. She had only kissed Carol and that kiss had been amazing. Now that she thought about it again, even the word _'amazing'_ seemed like an understatement. What would it be like to kiss Cate? She'd never know. Even though she could see that nothing could ever happen with Cate, her feelings tormented her day and night. She needed someone else's opinion, someone she could trust, someone who wouldn't judge her, someone-

Suddenly, her phone rang. It was Sarah.

"Good morning, Sarah."

"Hey, sleepyhead! You're sober, right?"

"I think so, yeah," Rooney said with a laugh.

"You're not drunk on love or anything?"

"Why would I be?" the girl said, very grateful that no one was in the room, because she was certain she was blushing.

"Oh, I don't know. Anyway, I was thinking we could get together at some point today to rehearse our scene."

"Right, we're filming together tomorrow...sure, I've got time."

"Great, I'll call you later today."

"Actually," Rooney said quickly so that Sarah wouldn't hung up yet, "do you want to have lunch together? It's pretty late already anyway and...I have something I'd like to discuss with you. If you don't mind."

"Of course I don't. I'll come get you around two."

After a few hours, they had sat at a restaurant and had made small talk, but Rooney could tell that Sarah hadn't forgotten that she wanted to talk to her about something.

"So, what did you want to talk to me about?"

_Of course she hasn't forgotten._

"I don't really know how to start. I...I'm not even sure that it's worth talking about, there's not much that can be done."

"I'm not going to pressure you into telling me but if you think that I can help, I'm all ears."

"I don't know if you can help, I mean...I don't thnk that there's something I can do."

"Do you want to tell me what it is?"

Rooney took a deep breath and looked away from Sarah.

_Just get it off your chest._

"I think...I think I have feelings for someone who I'm not supposed to have feelings for."

She dared to look into Sarah's eyes again. She was looking at Rooney seriously, attentively. Before the girl could go on, she smiled.

"Why are you not supposed to?"

"Because it's wrong."

"According to whom?"

"Sarah, it's complicated."

"Complicated and wrong are not synonyms. It _is_ complicated, you're right. But I see nothing wrong about it."

"You don't understand, I... this person-"

"Is currently married, has three kids and is your co-star in a movie that you want to go well and a relationship between the two of you could jeopardize the project."

Rooney looked at Sarah, stunned.

"How-"

"I'm not stupid, Rooney," she said laughing.

"God, is it that obvious?" Rooney said, blushing.

"If you know what to look for."

Sarah ate some food in silence, observing Rooney's face.

"What am I going to do?" Rooney whispered in a small voice and she tried to keep herself from crying, but she felt a tear fall down her cheek.

"Rooney, look," Sarah said taking the girl's hand and squeezing it, "don't make such a fuss over this. First of all, why are you sad?"

"Because I think I'm in love with her and because nothing can ever happen and if she ever finds out about this she'll think it's ridiculous and she'll never speak to me again...and because this is all very confusing for me and..."

Rooney was sobbing now and she hid her face in her hands.

"Okay, you know what, let's get out of here before people start thinking that one of us is dying."

A little while later, the two of them were walking near a park, staying silent for a while.

"Rooney, I can't do something to efficiently help you but I can give you my opinion. First of all, the sooner you admit it to yourself, the better; you're in love with her. And you shouldn't feel bad about it, who wouldn't be? Yes, she's a woman and this is confusing for you, but we can't help who we fall in love with. It doesn't mean anything. And it shouldn't make you sad."

"It's wrong, Sarah."

"Hey, you're talking to a person who has dated women, so watch it," Sarah said, laughing.

"No, no, that's not what I meant at all. The fact that she's a woman does not make it wrong but the fact that she's a _married_ woman does."

"I don't think she's going to be married for much longer. Rooney, being in love is the most beautiful thing in the world, you shouldn't be ashamed of it. You didn't choose for it to happen, it just did."

"She's in love with someone else."

"What? How do you know?"

"She told me."

"Maybe she just told you to throw you off."

"What do you mean?"

"I see the way she looks at you. The way she teases you and talks to you. Hasn't it crossed your mind that she might have feelings for you too?"

"She doesn't. She said she's in love with a man. Besides, she acts this way with everybody," Rooney said, even though her heart had skipped a beat at Sarah's last sentence.

"What? Of course she doesn't! She only wanted to talk to _you_ last night and she couldn't keep her eyes off you! She's not that way with me, or Todd, or Phyllis, or Kyle, or anyone else, Rooney."

"I guess she likes me. And I don't want to ruin that."

"Well, in the end, you'll do whatever you want. But I think you should tell her, get it off your chest. What is the worst thing that could happen anyway?"

"She could hate me. Never speak to me again."

"Don't be a drama queen, Rooney," Sarah said, laughing.

They walked in silence for a while.

"So, she has feelings for someone, huh?"

"Apparently so. She was a bit drunk, so I didn't make sense out of everything she was saying. But...I'd rather for her to be happy with someone else than have her if that didn't make her happy."

"I see. That's how it is with love."

"Well, it sucks," Rooney said and Sarah laughed.

"Could you...could you maybe ask her?" Rooney said hesitantly.

"Ask her what?"

"What she thinks of me, if maybe she...I don't know. If she's understood anything about my feelings."

"I can bring it up. I'll be very careful, I swear, I won't even tell her we spoke. I'll make up an excuse and go see her tonight, alright?"

"Thank you so much, Sarah, really."

After a few minutes, they had almost reached the hotel.

"Who has she fallen for anyway?" Sarah asked, looking at Rooney.

"I don't know, she didn't say. Some lucky bastard."

**Notes: I really didn't have time to write a new one but I didn't prepare for tomorrow's class so I could write this (I'm such a responsible student). I hope you like it because I wrote it pretty quickly and I'm not sure how it turned out. I wasn't going to write this, but I saw on IMDB that today is Rooney's birthday and I just felt that I had to post something, it just seems like a Cate/Rooney fandom celebration :P.**

**So, happy birthday to ****_that lucky bastard_****, Ms Rooney Mara! :P**

**Thank you all for reading and leaving comments, they mean a lot to me, honestly! Also, friendly reminder; on exactly this day two years ago, one of the most beautiful love scenes in cinematic history was filmed. And I'm pretty sure it was the best birthday gift Rooney has ever gotten and will ever get ;) So, today let's celebrate both the anniversary of Rooney's birth and the anniversary of that beautiful scene! Maybe Cate and Rooney are celebrating somewhere as well...okay, I'll shut up now.**


	7. Backing Down

Cate had just gotten back from the set and was sitting by the window of her hotel room, smoking a cigarette.

After a few minutes, she heard a knock on the door.

"Coming," she said, putting out her cigarette.

It was Sarah.

"Hey!"

"Hey, sorry for bothering you. I just wanted to check up on you; we didn't leave you at your best state yesterday."

"Oh, you're not bothering me! Come on in! I'm sober now. I think," Cate said, making the other woman laugh.

"So, how did it go today?"

"It went pretty well, I think."

Of course, she was lying. Having to be Carol all day, doing a scene in which her character was claiming her right to be happy and was not denying her feelings for the woman she loved made her pretty depressed for the rest of the day. While filming the scene, the only thing she had in her mind was, _"this is what you can't say. This is what you can't do. So you'll never have what you want."_ But she couldn't say it to Sarah. She couldn't say it to anyone.

"It was the scene in the lawyer's office, huh?"

"Yes. Come on, let's sit down. Something to drink?"

"Anything you have."

Cate came back with their drinks and the two women sat beside the window. Cate remembered sitting exactly the same way a few nights ago with Rooney, in the girl's room. She had to stop herself from smiling at the thought of the memory.

"So, how are you? Generally."

"I'm good, I think. Will it sound completely mean if I say that taking a break from my family is not the worst thing in the world?"

"No, we all need a break sometimes," Sarah said, smiling.

"God, I'm a terrible mother."

"Don't be ridiculous. It's not like you're on holiday, you're working."

"Yeah, I guess," Cate said, thinking about that for some time.

_You're so willing to let others convince you you're not doing something terrible! You've left your family behind and you're here falling in love! You call that working?_

Cate suddenly wished that Sarah would know what was going on and would shout at her, slap her maybe so that she would understand that what she was doing was utterly and completely wrong. But it didn't feel wrong at all.

"Hey, don't beat yourself up over that. We've only got a few weeks left and then you'll be back. Besides, I think you can use some time away. To clear your head a bit."

"A few weeks," Cate repeated in a low voice.

Only a few weeks left on this movie. Only a few weeks left with Rooney. Only a few weeks left to hide behind Carol and use her as an excuse for her feelings. Then she'd have to face them, but it would be too late; she wouldn't see Rooney again for almost a year.

"Does it seem too long?"

"No, no. If anything, it seems like a very short time. I guess I'm having fun," she said, smiling at Sarah.

"I guess you are, judging from yesterday night," Sarah said, trying not to laugh.

"Come on, I don't think I was that bad!"

"I didn't come in the room with you, so I guess only Rooney can know how sober you actually were."

Cate froze and she felt her face grow hot. She instantly tried to cover it up and look relaxed. She put her hand through her hair and lit a cigarette while speaking.

"And if you ask her, she'll tell you that I was absolutely well-behaved," she said with a laugh.

Sarah said nothing; she only smiled. It seemed to Cate that it was a knowing smile.

Did she know? Had she understood something? Or, even worse, had Rooney understood something and had she told Sarah?

"Oh, she didn't tell me anything," Sarah said, still smiling.

_Throw her off._

"We just had a little chat and then we both went to bed. See? I remember everything."

"Well, you were a little drunk. Good thing Rooney offered to take care of you."

"Did she?" Cate had to keep herself from smiling. "Does that mean that if it weren't for Rooney the three of you would have left me on my own?"

"No, of course not! But she seems to care about you."

Sarah's words combined with the look she gave Cate after she spoke, made her sure of it; she knew. She knew about Cate's feelings and she wanted to make her admit everything. She had to choose her words very carefully.

"She's a sweet girl. I care about her too, I feel a bit protective of her I guess, she's so young. And I'm sure she's going to be great in the movie."

_She's the most amazing woman. I'm in love with her. I feel very protective of her but I guess it's because I'm jealous of other people who get close to her. And I'm sure that, as filming continues, I'm going to fall in love with her even more and it's going to kill me when we're done and I won't be able to see her everyday._

She was rephrasing her answer in her mind but she was pretty sure it didn't show on her face.

_Well, at least you're not lying to yourself anymore. That's something. _

Sarah had been looking at her all this time and took her time before answering.

"Yeah, she's great. She's not that young though, she's like sixteen years younger than you, I think?"

"Jesus, I'm so old!" Cate said and both women laughed.

"It's not that big a difference, come on Cate. But you _are_ old."

"Fuck you, woman five years younger than me."

Sarah roared with laughter.

"God, sixteen years, huh? Well, I guess it makes sense for the movie and all, but it's still a lot."

"Hey, my last girlfriend was eighteen years older than me, it was never a problem."

"Well, maybe _you_ should play Carol."

"I wouldn't mind. Is it worth it?"

"What do you mean?"

"Is Rooney a good kisser?"

"That's the only reason you'd take this part?"

"Of course it's not! Well, maybe. So?"

She had to answer. And she obviously had to lie.

"I guess it was fine. But technically, I kissed Therese, not Rooney, so I couldn't know."

"Oh, come on!"

"I'm serious! But I don't mind, it's in the script, it has to be done."

_Oh yeah, because it's a punishment equal to hell for you, isn't it?_

"Do you believe that you can fall in love with just anybody?" Sarah said after a while.

"What do you mean?"

"That a woman or a man may be straight as an arrow but maybe one day they'll meet someone of the same sex, a connection will happen and they might fall in love."

"I...I don't know. Why?"

"Just a conversation I had with Rooney the other day."

Cate's heart started thumping. What was Sarah trying to do? Was it deliberate or was she just making small talk?

"How come you had this conversation?"

"We were talking about Carol and Therese and the possibility that Therese might had fallen in love with Carol without necessarily being a lesbian."

"I see. And what did Rooney think about that? About how...you can fall in love with anybody."

"She thought it would be wrong. And complicated."

Wrong and complicated. Those were two words that were echoing in Cate's mind too much in the previous days.

"I see."

"Damn, I wish I was in love again. It's been so long," Sarah said, sipping her drink.

"It's not always that great though, is it?"

"Like I remember. Why do you say that? Have I missed something?"

_Say something so that she never suspects anything again._

"Well...there is this actor with whom I used to work with at the Sydney Theatre Company, but it's nothing official yet."

It was so easy for her to lie, but she couldn't feel bad about it. She couldn't say the truth to anybody.

"What?! Well, thanks for telling me! Are you together?"

"Not exactly. Not yet, at least."

"Do I know him?"

"I don't think so," Cate said smiling, trying to avoid Sarah's eyes but she realised she couldn't do this for

long, or she would know that something was wrong.

"Well then, I'd better hurry up and find someone. I can't be the only single one," Sarah joked.

"I am single for now. And so is Rooney."

"But she has a boyfriend."

"I thought they broke up."

"No, no, as far as I know they're still together."

Cate's heart sank. She felt a wave of sadness take over her and a sudden need to be alone.

"Well, that's good," she made herself say.

"So, we're the ones left and as I see, I'm basically the _only_ one left."

"Maybe it's better to be by yourself sometimes, Sarah."

"Maybe it is. But for now, I will leave _you_ by yourself because it's late and we've got to rest."

"Oh, okay. Thanks for coming though, let's go for a drink on one of these days."

"No, no, Blanchett, I'm not taking you out for alcohol by myself! How about some food instead?" Sarah said, walking to the door.

"Fine but I'll behave anyway, I promise."

"We'll see. Have a good night, Cate."

"You too, Sarah."

Cate closed the door and got ready for bed. Did Sarah know something? Or did Rooney know something? Whichever the case, Cate thought that her little fable with the Australian actor was not detailed at all and that made it believable. No matter what Sarah thought, this would probably make her change her mind.

Rooney had not broken up with her boyfriend. And after the conversation that they had had before filming had begun, it was obvious that Rooney was the one who had chosen to stay with him. And that only meant one thing; Cate had to back down and find a way to erase her feelings completely.

-...-

Sarah waited for a few minutes and then knocked as softly as she could on Rooney's door. The girl opened the door and Sarah went inside.

"Your personal secret agent has completed her task and has come to give you her report."

"What?"

"I talked to Cate."

"And?" Rooney asked trying to appear calm, but she was pretty sure she'd failed.

"I don't think she's understood anything. She definitely likes you but I don't think that it even crosses her mind that you might have feelings for her."

"Well, that's good."

They looked at each other for a while.

"How are you?"

"I don't know. I mean...I can't eat, I can't sleep...I feel like I'm sick."

"You _are_ sick; you're in love."

"When we were eating, you said people would think one of us was dying, _that's_ what this is. I feel like I am slowly dying from an illness."

"God, you truly _are_ a drama queen! You won't die, Rooney. But that's what falling in love is like. You think that no one has ever gotten as hurt, that no one has ever loved anyone as much as you do...and if it is indeed a sickness, I'd say it's the only one worth dying for."

"Thanks so much for this Sarah, I honestly can't tell you how much I appreciate it. Did she say anything else?"

"Um...yeah. She mentioned a guy."

"What guy?"

"An actor from the Sydney Theatre Company. As I understood it...they're kind of...together. Or they will be, eventually."

Rooney stared at Sarah blankly for a second. She suddenly felt exhausted, like she might even pass out.

_You should have been expecting this, you already knew._

"I'm sorry for butting in and telling you all these things-"

"No, don't apologise. I asked for your opinion after all. Besides...maybe it's better this way. I'll keep her as a friend. If I ever told her anything, I'd lose her completely. And I don't want to lose her, obviously. She's amazing so...it's better this way, yeah."

"I'm sorry, Rooney."

"Hey, I'll get over it."

"I'm here if you need anything. Get some rest."

"Thanks, Sarah. For everything."

"Don't even mention it."

The woman got out of the room and closed the door as quietly as she could. Rooney stood still for a while, thinking. Cate was in love with someone. And she'd be with him sooner or later. Rooney had to get over her, she had to back down. Just snap out of it and be a professional. So what could she do? After a few minutes, she had an idea. She had to try it and she was pretty sure it could work, help her get her mind off Cate.

She took her phone and started writing a text.

_I've been thinking about our fight a lot these past few days. I really want to work on this, Charlie. Do you think you can come visit soon?_

**Notes: Thank you so much for reading, everybody! I hope you like this new chapter, let me know what you think! Also, thank you for correcting my grammar, my dear grammar reviewer, because you're really helping!:)) Thank you all for reading and leaving reviews, I appreciate it very, very much! I'll try to post a new one as soon as I have some time! :)**


	8. Honesty

Charlie called her the next day. He had been thinking about their fight as well, he wanted to work on their relationship and he'd come visit as soon as he could. The minute Rooney heard this, she kind of regretted having asked in the first place; but she knew it had to be done.

In the few days that followed before Charlie got there, Cate's behavior was a little strange. It seemed to Rooney that the woman was trying very hard not to be alone with her, but she couldn't figure out why. She couldn't have understood anything and everything was fine, more than fine, until some days ago. She was in love with Cate but that definitely didn't mean that she could figure her out. It wasn't just that the woman stayed away from Rooney, but she was also staring at her when she thought Rooney couldn't tell. But Rooney could always tell; even if twenty people were staring at her, she was pretty sure the only eyes she'd feel on her, the only eyes she'd actually care about, would be Cate's. And she always knew it when Cate was looking at her but she never showed any sign of it. However, that didn't mean that she could understand it.

One night, Rooney was sitting alone in her room and heard a noise from the one next to hers; Cate's room. She had probably dropped something. The girl had the sudden urge to go to Cate's room, just to see her, to talk to her for a bit, maybe just to be near her presence. She grabbed her script so that she could have a good enough excuse for going, maybe to rehearse a scene or something, and went and knocked on her door.

"Cate?"

There was no answer.

"It's Rooney."

Nothing again.

Rooney waited for a few more seconds, but the door didn't open. But she was sure of it; Cate was inside.

What was going on? Had she done something wrong? And even if she had, she couldn't ask Cate what it was, because she'd have to tell her everything. She went back to her room and threw her script on the bed.

...-...-...-...-...-...-

"Morning! I brought coffee. And you don't look well," Sarah said the next morning, as she walked inside Rooney's room.

"I barely slept."

"Excited that your boyfriend is coming?"

Rooney shot the woman a death stare.

"Okay, sorry. But it _is_ kind of funny."

"Sarah, it's not funny at all."

"Charlie is coming here thinking that you love him and you've decided to work things out and you're bringing him here to get over the one that you actually love."

"Yeah, that's hilarious."

"Okay, grumpy. You know what would make it seem less tragic?"

"What?"

"If you did something to solve it. Like if you talked to Cate."

"There is no way I'm doing that."

"Fine. Then it will seem tragic for a long time."

Rooney was still in her pyjamas and lied on her bed.

"Tired, huh?"

"You have no idea. I'm too tired to even think, but I have to think to get through the day, but when I think, somehow my thoughts always end up being about _her_. So I can't think, I can't eat, I can't do anything. I even see her in my sleep now. Since she doesn't really speak to me anymore, at least I get to see her in my dreams," Rooney said in an ironic tone.

"Why doesn't she speak to you?"

"I have no idea. I really can't understand her sometimes."

"So that's why you didn't sleep?" Sarah asked, sitting on the bed beside Rooney.

"Yeah. I saw her, woke up and I couldn't go back to sleep."

"What did you see?"

"That I had gone to her room to rehearse lines and she opened the door and she was with her boyfriend. And they were sitting there, giggling, hugging, kissing and stuff...and at some point I told her '_do we always fall in love with things that we can't have?_' and she said '_you do. I am with the one I'm in love with_.'"

Sarah couldn't help but laugh.

"It's not funny! Rooney said, throwing a pillow at her.

"What did the guy look like?"

"I don't remember. Just an annoying guy."

"Well, that's not so bad. Maybe tonight you'll see her having sex with him! There's something for everyone in a dream like that."

"Seriously?"

"Or- got it! When Charlie comes, you're going to have sex with him really, really loudly so that she hears what she's missing!"

"Shh, not so loud! These walls are like paper and she's in the room next to this one!" said Rooney, blushing.

"Okay, that's fine for now but when Charlie gets here, the word you need to remember is 'l_ouder_'."

"It's way too early in the morning to be having a conversation like this."

"Oh, it's _never_ too early. And I have a theory about you that I think is correct."

"What theory?"

"That you're all shy on the streets and very sexy in the sheets".

"That's your theory?" Rooney said, blushing again.

"Totally. You just have something that gives this off, I don't know what it is...and that's what I think about Cate, too. Lady on the streets and a freak in the sheets. She's definitely like that."

"Okay, I don't want to have this conversation. Can we change the subject, please?" Rooney said, laughing.

"Fine. Oh, I'm thinking of buying a new place, do you want me to show you the house that I may get?"

They spent some time talking and comparing houses and after a while, there was a knock on the door.

"No, don't get up," Sarah said and went to open the door. It was Cate.

"I thought I heard voices!"

_And you knew I wasn't alone. So you decided you could come._

"Hey, we're having some coffee, do you want to come in?" Sarah asked her.

"No, thanks, just dropped by to say hi. I have to try on a couple of costumes that had to be altered. I'm already a bit late and Sandy doesn't really like that. I'll see you later, though," the woman said and left.

"She didn't even look at me," Rooney whispered after they were sure that Cate had walked away.

"I wouldn't read too much into it, Rooney."

But of course, Rooney did.

Charlie called her in the afternoon to let her know he had landed and he was coming to the hotel. Rooney just felt emotionally drained. She wanted to see him, but she kind of felt that she couldn't deal with him right now. However, she had showered and cleaned up her room by the time Charlie called to tell her he was there.

She opened the door of her room to wait for him. When she saw him, she couldn't help but smile. However, she could tell that it was a smile directed to a great man with whom she'd been with for almost four years and who she'd shared great memories with and not a smile directed to a man she was in love with. He smiled at her broadly and when he reached her, he hugged her tightly.

"Hey, Roons."

"Hey. It's great to see you."

"You too. You look amazing."

"Thanks. Where's your suitcase?"

"Well...I don't have one. I mean, I have my backpack."

"And does it magically fit all your clothes?"

"I didn't bring much stuff. I'm only staying for a day."

"A day?"

"I have to get back to work, Rooney. I'm leaving tomorrow afternoon. I just wanted to see you, even for a bit," he said and stroked her cheek.

Rooney smiled and Charlie took that as a sign that it was okay to kiss her. He gave her a soft kiss on the lips but it was Rooney who kissed him back more fervently. They kept on kissing until they heard a door open.

Cate had opened the door of her room and was heading outside but, when she saw them, she stopped dead in her tracks.

"Sorry, Cate...um...this is my boyfriend, Charlie. I told you about him."

Cate didn't even look at the girl. Her eyes were fixed on Charlie and she had a very harsh look. In fact, this did not look like Cate at all.

"Hello, Mrs Blanchett. It's great to meet you, I'm a huge fan," Charlie said, extending his hand to Cate.

For a long, uncomfortable moment, the woman did not move.

"I thought you weren't coming," Cate said with a look that would make anyone cower.

"Well, I found some time and...I'm only staying for a day."

"Well, isn't that fantastic?" the woman said and walked down the hotel corridor without looking back.

"Wow. She seems much nicer in the interviews," Charlie said, finally moving his hand.

"She _is_ nice. She's great, maybe something happened-"

"Yeah, I'll tell you what happened; playing a queen got her thinking she is one."

Rooney was ready to argue but she chose not to. However, she did have the sudden urge to slap Charlie.

"Anyway, can I go take a shower? It's been a long trip."

"Sure."

"Maybe we can do something tonight, if you're up for it."

"Sure," she repeated, turning to look at the direction in which Cate had gone.

...-...-...-...-

He found some time? _He found some time?_ Like he has more important things to do in his life! Even if he's working, so what? If he really wanted to see Rooney, he'd cancel his whole fucking movie! If Cate was in his place, she'd cancel not one, but _two_ movies if that meant she'd get to be with Rooney all that time! She thought until now that she couldn't dislike the guy because she didn't know him, but now that she'd met him, she could and she did.

_You're being a baby. You're a forty-five year old woman and you're acting like a baby. You decided to get over your crush and Rooney is giving you a perfectly good reason to get over it; she has a boyfriend. Be nice to him. Kill him, but with kindness._

...-...-...-...-

A few hours later, Rooney and Charlie were all dressep up and ready to head out. Getting out of Rooney's room, they bumped into Todd.

"Hey!"

"Hi, Todd! Um, this is Charlie," Rooney said, introducing the two men.

"Ah, the boyfriend! It's nice to meet you."

"You, too."

"Hey, so we're going out to grab a bite with Cate, do you want to join us?" Todd said to the two of them.

"Actually, we were going to-"

"Sure," Rooney said interrupting Charlie and avoiding his confused glance.

The three of them went down to the hotel lobby, where Cate was waiting for them. The look that she had before had vanished, she looked very happy now. As soon as they reached her, the woman extended her hand to Charlie.

"I'm so sorry, I was incredibly rude before. I was too tired, I hope you'll forgive me. It's very nice to meet you."

_I'm sorry tall guy, but maybe I'd have been nicer to you if you hadn't had your tongue in the mouth of the woman that I love when I first saw you._

Charlie looked very surprised, but he shook Cate's hand.

"No, it's fine. It's nice to meet you."

"It's absolutely not fine. I should have been nicer, especially after all the great things I've heard about you from Rooney."

_What was that now?_

"Maybe now that you're here she'll finally be able to focus," Cate said with a laugh and Charlie and Todd laughed as well.

Rooney was studying Cate's face. She looked genuinely happy. However, Rooney didn't remember mentioning anything to Cate about Charlie, except the fact that she was going to break up with him. Also, even if Charlie stayed with them until they finished filming, she was pretty sure she still wouldn't be able to focus, except if they replaced Cate with another actress.

"Well, I'm only staying for a day; I have to get back to work tomorrow."

"How's your movie going?" asked Cate and the two of them started walking, leaving Rooney and Todd behind.

Rooney stood still for a moment, completely stunned. And she remained stunned for the rest of the night. Cate and Charlie were talking to each other most of the night and Todd chimed in at times, but Rooney stayed mostly silent. She kept wishing Charlie and Todd would somehow vanish so that she could be alone with Cate. Of course, no such thing happened.

"She's pretty nice after all," Charlie said to Rooney when they got back to her room.

"Yeah. I know."

...-...-...-...-

They were having lunch together the next day and after that, Rooney would have to do a costume fitting.

"I thought the costumes were already ready," Charlie said with a confused look as they were eating.

"They were, but they made some changes now and we have to check them. I'm not sure, really. You can come along, if you want."

"Yeah, sure."

There was a long pause after that. Charlie was studying Rooney's face and she was avoiding his eyes and trying to find Cate, who was supposed to be somewhere near them. She could see Todd talking to Ed, but...there she was. She was walking around, talking on her phone. Rooney fought the urge to smile at the sight of her.

"Roons," Charlie's voice brought her back to reality.

"Yeah?"

"Are you going to tell me what's going on?"

"What do you mean?"

"You texted me in order to work things out, I dropped everything to come here and now that we're together, you're more distant than you've ever been."

"I'm sorry," she whispered.

"You don't have to apologize, but...I don't understand. I thought you wanted us to be together but I don't see that. Just please be honest with me."

Could she? No, probably not. But even as she thought of it, she felt herself blush. She couldn't even meet his eyes.

"Do you still love me?"

"I do, just...maybe not in the way that I used to," she said, deciding that she couldn't lie about everything.

"So you're not in love with me anymore?"

"No," she said after a pause and finally looked in his eyes.

He stayed silent for a while.

"Is there someone else?"

"No, no...of course not!"

But the damage had been done. As soon as Charlie asked that question, her eyes darted to where Cate was standing and her face grew hot. Charlie followed her eyes and looked at the woman as well. He turned to look at Rooney again who, even though she was trying to keep a straight face, had an apologising look on her face and made no effort to deny what Charlie was asking without words.

"Rooney, we're ready for you!" Sandy shouted from some distance.

Rooney was extremely thankful she had an excuse to leave. She got up and almost ran to where Sandy was. Charlie stayed in his chair, but when she looked back to where he was sitting a few minutes later, he wasn't there anymore.

A few hours later, Rooney got back to her room and Charlie was there waiting for her. His bag was packed and he seemed ready to go.

"Hey, Charlie," she said hesitantly, but Charlie did not look at her.

"I'm leaving, Rooney," he said, getting up.

"Wait, at least let me explain some things-"

"Explain what?" he almost shouted.

"Please don't yell, Charlie."

"Do you want to explain to me why you didn't tell me you are dating your co-star? Your _female_ costar?"

"We're not dating, Charlie! Please, don't speak so loud!"

He took a deep breath.

"Okay. Then what's going on?"

"I just..." Rooney was on the verge of tears now.

_Don't do it. Don't tell him._

"I liked her in the beginning, I thought it was just a crush but it hasn't gone away yet...it will at some

point, but..."

"Then why did you tell me to come visit?"

"I wanted to see you, I really did-"

"And use me to get over her? Or show her that you don't care about her? Is that why she was so nice to me? To make me think that nothing was going on between the two of you?" he shouted.

"_Nothing_ is going on between the two of us! She doesn't even know that I'm in love with her!" she answered before she could stop herself and immediately regretted what she had said.

Charlie looked at her with a really pained look in his eyes.

"I...I don't know how to deal with this, Rooney. Call me when you figure things out. I'm going."

And just like that, he was out the door and she didn't even try to stop him. She felt like she would burst into tears, but she managed to control herself.

_At least you were honest. You can talk things over with him when you're done with the movie._

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath.

Suddenly, she heard a door really close to her open and then close. She opened her eyes immediately.

It couldn't be her. It just _couldn't._ Rooney had seen her staying back, near the set, with Todd and Kyle. Maybe she had just gotten back.

She opened her door as quietly as possible and she did it just in time to catch a glimpse of a blonde woman getting in the elevator.

So, she had been in her room all this time. And she had probaby heard everything that had been said.

**Notes: I'm not very happy with how this chapter turned out, but I hope it's not too bad! Thanks for reading, everybody, and for taking the time to leave comments, I really, really appreciate it! Let me know what you think of this one! This was a quick update, the next one might take some time because I'm going out of town. Thanks again and take care! :)**


	9. The Most Unlikely Thing Ever

"Wake up!"

"Do you know what time it is?"

It was about 3am and Rooney had barged in Sarah's room without warning, except the fact that she'd called Sarah half a dozen times before she'd answered and asked her to let her in as it was an "emergency." Sarah was in her pyjamas and had a blanket wrapped around her, while Rooney was still in her clothes and wide awake.

"I know that it's really early but I need to talk to you."

"Okay, but can't it wait for a few hours?" Sarah said, yawning.

"No, Sarah, please! I'll make some coffee, ok?"

Sarah grunted and laid on her bed, but stayed awake until Rooney made two cups of coffee and sat beside her.

"So, what's the emergency?"

"I'll explain. I kind of broke up with Charlie."

"That's great!"

"Compared to everything else that happened, yeah, it's fantastic."

"How come though? I thought you had a different plan."

"Believe me, Sarah, there's no plan whatsoever anymore."

"What happened?"

"I told him about Cate."

"What about her?" Sarah asked, confused.

"I told him I'm in love with her."

Sarah looked at her for a long moment.

"Rooney! I told you to tell Cate, not your boyfriend!"

"Oh, don't worry. We fought about it, I thought Cate was doing fittings at the time, turns out she actually wasn't so she probably heard everything."

Rooney looked at the woman with a look of pure despair when she finished her sentence.

"Well, that's brilliant."

"Did you listen to _anything_ I just said?"

"Yes. All of it. You didn't want to tell Cate and now she knows without you actually having to tell her. Just brilliant. Charlie's gone, Cate knows, what more could you hope for?"

"What _more_ could I hope for? Sarah, I didn't want to tell her! I was getting over her!"

"Rooney, who are you kidding?"

Rooney was ready to insist but the look on Sarah's face and the fact that she knew she was lying shut her up.

"Well, I...I tried. When Charlie got here, I kissed him and I tried to see if...I wanted to see if it would be the same as when I kissed Cate."

"And was it?"

Rooney didn't have to answer the question and Sarah already knew the answer anyway.

"How did I get in this mess? I signed on to do another movie, not to have my life changed," Rooney said in a low voice, trying to keep her voice steady.

"Some people change your life forever," whispered Sarah with a small smile.

"I'm thinking of quitting the movie."

"Rooney, don't be stupid. You signed on to this project because you really wanted to do it and Todd apparently thinks that you were the best choice for Therese. Don't give up on this. I know you'll want to punch me for saying so, and I really don't want to argue with Lisbeth Salander, but you're making this so much bigger than it actually is."

"I had trouble looking her in the eye before she knew about any of this, how am I supposed to even face her now? I saw her leaving her room and I've been trying to find her for hours but I don't even know what I'd say."

"Look. You don't even know if she actually heard and how much she heard. She may not have heard a thing. Ask her. If she did, see how she reacts. Worst case scenario, she is utterly shocked and absolutely does not feel the same way. You'll be calm about it, you'll tell her that Charlie misunderstood and totally exaggerated about it; if it goes really bad, you can tell her you have a little crush on her and hey, you have the best and most professional excuse about it: 'I'm an actress, I got too involved and I actually became Therese!'"

Rooney failed to suppress a smile.

"I don't think Cate will judge you. She's a great person. Just ask her if she heard. The worst case scenario is not that bad, is it? And the best case scenario is-"

"The most unlikely thing ever."

...-...-...-...-...-

_She doesn't even know that I'm in love with her!_

These words had been echoing in Cate's mind for the past hours.

When she'd heard Rooney say these words, she'd thought she was going to faint. Then she was sure she hadn't heard correctly, but what if she had? She wanted to run into Rooney's room, throw Charlie out of the window and have Rooney repeat those words, whisper them in her ear so that only she could hear these few words that could bring her more happiness than any human being could ever experience. A little voice in her head was trying to convince her that Charlie and Rooney had not been arguing about her. But she knew that they had.

How could this happen? How was it possible that she had not understood? How could she not have felt that her happiness was so close to her for the first time in years? And now that she knew, what was she going to do?

As soon as Cate had heard Charlie and Rooney's words, and as soon as she was able to move again, she'd stormed out of her room. She had to walk, she had to run, to somehow let everything sink in but she definitely could not sit still. She had walked around for so many hours, she didn't even know what time it was.

_What now?_

Should she tell Rooney that she'd heard?

_No. Let her say it. If you misunderstood, you'll make a fool of yourself._

And if Rooney did say it, what was she going to say?

_Admitting your feelings could destroy everything, even the movie. Bury them. Admit nothing. You'll get over it eventually._

Cate held back her tears in case she met anyone on the way to her room. But when she was inside and had locked her door, she made no more effort and started sobbing silently.

...-...-...-...-...-...

Rooney didn't manage to sleep at all after her talk with Sarah. She lied on her bed, thinking about what she should do. A part of her really wanted to tell Cate, regardless of if she'd heard or not, just to get it off her chest, but she was terrified of doing that. The most sensible thing was to just pretend that nothing had happened. The whole situation was completely crazy. She was in love with her female co-star, who was about sixteen years older than her, who was married and had three children and if all that wasn't enough, the woman was also in love with somebody else. However, the weight on Rooney's chest was unbearable. She wanted to tell Cate. Besides, she had probably heard. She would tell her as soon as she saw her.

...-...-...-...-...

A few hours later, Rooney and Sarah were having coffee near the set. Sarah had been extremely supportive of Rooney's decision and was constantly reminding her why it was the right choice in case Rooney would chicken out at the last minute.

After a while, Sarah stopped speaking abruptly and spoke louder than she normally would.

"Hey, Cate!"

Rooney turned to look at the woman. She felt her body go numb; she didn't know how she'd be able to speak to her. But once again, she remembered how beautiful Cate was. This kind of made it easier to tell her; it was common sense that getting to know Cate Blanchett always resulted in falling in love with her, so how much could Cate judge her?

"If she is too surprised and weird about it, tell her I love her too. I'm willing to share the blame," Sarah whispered before getting up.

"Are you leaving?" Cate asked her as she got closer to where they were sitting.

"I'm a little hungry, I 'm going to get something to eat. Anybody want anything?"

They both said 'no' and Cate sat down opposite Rooney.

"Good morning," Cate said, smiling.

"Good morning," Rooney said and realised that her voice was barely audible. She cleared her throat.

"How are you?"

"Good. You look a bit tired."

"I am. I didn't sleep very well."

"I'm sorry if we bothered you," Rooney said and Cate gave her a questioning look.

"What do you mean?"

"Charlie and I had a fight yesterday and I think we were shouting a bit too loudly."

"Oh, yeah, I...I thought I heard something. Everything alright?"

"We broke up."

"Oh. I'm sorry."

_I'm not even close to feeling sorry about that._

"It's okay. I just hope we didn't bother you too much," Rooney said giving Cate an intense stare.

_Tell me. Please, tell me if you actually heard._

"Oh no, not at all. I must have dozed off at that time, I didn't hear a thing."

Rooney was feeling utterly disappointed; it would have been so much easier if Cate had heard. But...she didn't look sincere.

Was she lying? And if so, why?

_Maybe she doesn't want to put you in a difficult position._

"I think I should tell you the reason that we broke up."

"Oh, Rooney, what business is it of mine?"

"It kind of is."

Cate looked her in the eye, but it wasn't a questioning look; it was a fearful one.

"Excuse me, I think my phone is ringing," Cate said and stood up quickly. She walked away and avoided Rooney for the rest of the day.

...-...-...-...-...

"So? What did she say?"

Sarah had been waiting near them and ran to Rooney as soon as Cate was out of sight.

"Nothing. I didn't tell her."

"Rooney!"

"No, I was going to. I tried. But it was almost as if she knew what I was going to say and didn't want me to say it."

"She's in denial."

"Sarah, I think we are the ones in denial. Cate is not. She knows what's going on and doesn't want to hear it because she doesn't feel the same way."

"What if she really didn't hear?"

"I don't think so."

The two of them sat in silence for some time.

"It's fine. The weight is kind of lifted. Now I can get over her."

"Can you?"

"I will."

...-...-...-...-...

Cate was walking quickly to no particular place. One look in Rooney's eyes and she had completely lost it.

She was going to say it. Rooney was actually going to say it to her. And she had gotten up and left. Well, she wasn't going to leave next time.

_Oh, really? The feeling is mutual, so what? That doesn't make it okay, it just means that you're both equally crazy._

Cate took a deep breath. How had she allowed this to happen? She had always been in control of her life and now, without knowing how it had happened, she suddenly wasn't. And she had to be in control again.

_You'll go to her room tonight. You'll tell her that you heard everything. And you'll logically explain to her all the reasons for which nothing can happen between the two of you. You won't mention a thing about your feelings. That will only give her hope._

...-...-...-...-...

Rooney took a deep breath before she opened the door of her room.

_Clean slate. You'll apologize for being a little weird today and you'll start over with her._

She opened the door and just as she stepped outside, she bumped into Cate.

"Oh, sorry. I was..."

Rooney had spent so much time thinking about what she was going to say, but when she looked into Cate's eyes, she just forgot everything she had wanted to tell her.

"That's alright. Do you have a minute?"

"Sure. Would you like to come in?"

The two of them walked inside Rooney's room but did not sit down. They were looking at each other intently, as if daring each other to speak first.

Rooney was the one who broke the silence.

"Cate, I wanted to apologize. I think I brought you in a difficult position earlier today and that really wasn't my intention."

"A difficult position?"

"Yeah, I... I selfishly wanted to tell you something without thinking that you probably didn't want to hear it."

"And what was that?"

"It doesn't matter anymore."

_It doesn't matter._

"Alright, then. Goodnight."

Cate turned and had her hand on the door when the words escaped her mouth before she was able to stop herself.

"I heard everything," she whispered.

Rooney froze. Surely, she was imagining things.

"What did you say?"

Cate turned to Rooney slowly, with a very serious look on her face.

"I heard everything," she repeated.

Rooney had been prepared to confess and explain everything a few hours ago, but now she didn't seem able to say more than a few words.

"What do you mean?"

"I heard what you said yesterday. When you were fighting with him. I heard about your feelings."

Rooney's ears were buzzing. She felt dizzy, but she resisted the urge to sit on the bed.

_Good. Now, explain to her all the reasons why nothing can ever happen between the two of you._

Cate walked a bit closer to where Rooney was standing.

"Rooney...this can never happen. I am currently married and I have three children, so something like this could destroy me. I think your personal life is quite complicated as well. We're starring together in a movie and I am also considerably older than you."

_Good. Don't mention a thing about your feelings._

"And..." Cate started but her voice broke.

_You know what? Fuck off._

"And I have been thinking about those reasons for a long time and not even all of them combined have been able to convince me not to love you."

**Notes: I'm a horrible person, so I decided to end the chapter here. :P Let me know what you think of it! Thank you very much for reading and for leaving comments, they mean a lot to me! :) Take care until the next one, I'll post it as soon as I can! Thank again, everybody! :))**


End file.
